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THF KRK\( II RKVOLTTIO^i. Rv

Hilaire Bollo.- M. a, author of
.I'anron" oi> .Sou York llenrv
Holt A < "o

WI r f fl N . t he compayn of this
little volume Mr. Hello,
makes a finely organized
and brfjliant study of the
French .revolution. To rc-

rhrorr Me this fajniliar historic event is

no part of lus plan Rather, to explain
it. In pursuit of this object, the author,
from its roots in the inherited temper
of the French p<xple. develops the

political the>>ry of l!ids national over¬

turning. This ti eon he embodies in

Rousseau the prop'net of the revolu¬

tion," whose "Cortr.it Social" not only
formed its text, but parsed beyond it

to set the foundations of the modern
state. Bearing upon this period are cer¬

tain momentous licures.anions them

the king. tli« oueen, Mirabetiu. Danton.

Marat. Robespierre \'ivld sket< lies of

these, to point the peculiar significance
of ea h and his distinct relation to the

general movement, explain the setpien> e

and interdependence of those events
t it constitute the revolution. An ex¬

amination of the military aspects of

this nation, ti revolt, the important re¬

lation of the «'at;iolie t'hurch to it. and
a definition of its own separate phases,
e-'ip; isize further the splendid organi-
z.it "H of this study along fundamental
and c.-»uiprehensive lines. With the con-

tents of this exceptional volume in

ii uid. a chronicle of the French revolu¬

tion gathers meaning. focus, philosophy.

KKI.MI >1 OF THF. BKMiHXS. By
l'cmetrius <' Boulger. New York:
i' arlcs Scribner's Son.- Washing-
ton Kicntano's.

A ¦ ;t in the Scr'bner studies of conti-

n» m il Ktirope. this volume gathers up

th« kingdom of Belgium and projects it I
:n a broad and brilliant exposure. Setting

with a Belgium sourced in the Holy
Human f-rnpire, the aJithor swings it

fcwiftly through tin- medieval period and I
laces it vigorously upon the present and j
i ,c future. In this .puck transit appear
tut significant stories of certain ancient
and influential <itbs Brussels, Antwerp, j

ljtgt. ilhent all having to do with one j
¦ ¦I another of the modern aspects of Bel¬

gium \\:tii tei.,. and businesslike o »-

tivity. the a'itho: sets out the present
<..¦111. ,11 i » (»j'v of this * ountry as it

. xpresses itself in a consti'ntion and a

i.ing <- . conoinie piomisc of this King-
.ioni i.- gat - t'd up in present products
and industries. in tradi and rominerce.

iuv<>lvuig means of communication and
< .donial prospects. Literature and jour¬
nalism. in '-it i . . art and the drama furnish
chapters in t ii.- examination ot Uie gen-
<:al situation. The study ptoses with an

analysis of the import of Belgium as one

of tin nations of Kuropc in a common j
ronting upon modern civilization and
ac a lactor in that political invention
Known a« the balance of power. This
i* a pointed, scholarly, well arranged and
whollv inti resting history of this Ku-|
loptan power.

I.OVK'* riM.HPI \i;K: \ Novel. By:
I pton Sinclair, author of "The
Jungle." etc New York. Mitchell
i\t nnerle y.

s ni"\vhi re in t if course of this novel,
the hero, himself an author, dreams of a

new litemform, one that embodies "a

scin of s^jft visions into a man's bare

inind. In the literature of no time or

place ha1- writer made the race more

titan-stripped to.his bare mind than has |
Upton Sinclair in these records of life
pilgrimagi Here in a bulky volume of
multitudinous detail are the checkered
cri^-s-crossing tracks and trails of this
pilgrim. < lathered up concretely, this is
thf story of a genius clinch* d in long i
. nd consuming combat with the odds of
if-. To mere readers it will prove a '

j,!oo:nv fagging succession of sordid and !
;n!ovrl\ details concerning food and tire,
hut and .. nt. .md a trail of Pickering j
bojM s s|.i edilv smothered hv pursuing
. ;i: app lintmints. Such will set the bo''k j
a'sab early, despising the man. genius
oj not tv annot support his family.
«; oo\ ed in i! habit- of material secur-

ity. tf . . wi-l recoil from him as a moil- j
tr r ot f-goisni. s, ltis!inesv, brutality.a

f.-ol, ni' co\ . setting his own self-belief j
P .iK.nr 1 '!¦ sane and unbiased iu'lg-

Mr in of a knowing and comfortable
world More literary

* readers will love
the book, hi spots, for its marvels of in-

s.1 t and portrayal, f i its pure poetry
.id int< '< ciua' grasp. But ev« n these!

wil! it ii as a whole, fo. mless. clumsy,
> \rrdon. often tedious, now and then
tricked iti i '.cap litcary device. The po-
it- I -.former will gather a useful,

.*r\ -lal V ii dogma out of the parts

. in ge ii ; meiges hi- art with tn«-

propaganda ' f o. lalism. I >iscerning
\i o- <wii di i over in it pmfounder no-

.ifi -. of . .jiial right- and true partn r-

>.'.:> 1 ill of'fl literature discloses. All
il; grant it coin !g>-, seriousness, iilgh

M'lf1 ' If t'n higli-»f office of 'lleratlire
he ;o ser\e .is a means of self-blentifica-
tioi ... f coiiii>r< h' ii-1.'!i se|f-develop-

r ¦! i literature iipproachcs iis sij-

r en § tiii .-tion in proi>ortion as it makes
ex^* a: d i-omprefieinlitig re. ord of liu-
man \perif ;i>'»- along th«- <-o.iunoii high-
l(ia\ o| lift From Jhis particular angle
f \ ision a-d bt tief cttnct-riiirg the sub

ii c- of literature, Mr Sinclair's
or" hi- y s!i,n lake- a risbtful pla'-e

the rani - of literary greatness*
HOW N Olll «>TH|:|;T: \ I'nn ineinl

. oiiinl %. I > I y, Bu<-krttse. authoi
of \ I 111 |e f.reen Wt.rbl." < te N.-w
Vork »i I" I'utnam's 5^t>ns

Maroonei beiwcti ett\ anil country,
w ' " 'ht s ;,r|, a r i \ ;i\ ,.f th. fornei-
sIi¦ \t don M to mere inojimi and the
'<1\ i j. i|i, tutto- turn.- to dud
^t^ffllAlion ? . .11- .-m' -. as .siii u. woiild
" I ' * ' O . I -1 III ,,11 alls I It I
' O" urn. HI,I iiriatui t Ven Pi

' v ' " k- f !''i on, , I a lengerl h'
. ' "i1 "'it rill, i-'ia in ,,t ''t jj n

^ 1' * > ' J J *4 * fl ri \ * » » f I ¦#»!"

V1 1 ..:'«#'! !. wil I? i»
'11T ? J .;i i | f r-

jr'Uv " ' Mrs Caskeii. th^t
. .. llage trrt-t h*»r<

' -.»" . M¦ r k-ose ,t.;,
' 1 tided i 'iifideiicc a^t' ei*

"P . -.. i: t»11 mi .rest s of a snmlr. ob-
"I ' WOlld. interests

' 1 " co!iim-mif\- a- lion "t vtiti^ <*ir-
«-..^a.«i s .<m-. dances ca i| part Its.

all sorts or ..th. . i|e\ ices for i!.. «enuin«
. ais;-. s of ;..ve tnaking and matt n-tnuk-
'!,c s;. rend out i- the f;;ll n,rH

.JJn" 'x ' "--Ii wt.ich mans expres-
the i gretraiio I' -nn is and needs ten

of tlmsc innumerable gatherings. under
",r> artful hand of the author. come cer¬
tain < onsfant. persistent \illace forms-
the butcher. the baker, the candlestick
maker. the pillar of institutions, the
ik f>r . he crossip. the spinster of
both srvcp, the great man. the little man
-what i- left of overlord and serf.these

ail show out, attenuate or stressed, as
the i ir«"'imstani'es of time or tempera-
ment control. .Mrs. Ruekrose gathers
clear distinction here out of her power
to mass mere human <iualities and to
unim.itc tliese into personalities. Mrs.
Bean. for example, is a creation of lite
best son, and there are other--.

UW M \r.l.F.F.>, F\y George H.
Brennan. ajithor of "Rill Truetell."
New York Mitchell Kennerley.

The shallows of an empty half lionr
rippl indifferently to this middle
course story of a stage-struck girl.
Neither hot nor cold, neither wonder
story of sir*- ^ss for lure, nor recorded
realism of sordid fact for warning, it
tn »ves lukewarmly to the crowded
spaces set off for average and easily
forgotten tales A Texas girl. beset by
tiie common stage madness. with in-
credible ease joins a passing show
and, in the glow of small successes,
moves with it eastward to the show girl's
paradise. There, in buoyant and con-
(idert spirit, she bids the company
good-bye and takes a lone hand in
t tie shaping of a stage career. Now,
a penniless female stranger in New
York, from whatever angle she may
be scanned, is the most mordant of
tragedies. riie author. however, a*

this point pays chief attention to vapid
boarding bouse flirtations and super¬
ficial lovemakings, giving but slight
heed t<» 'he essential stresses of this
situation. To this girl of neither spe¬
cial antiude no.- training of any sort.,;
a girl in common with most girls,
merely pretty and good, two miracles
are ascribed. The reformation of a

man is the 'irst of These. The second
is stage pri eminence achieved by lit¬
tle more tfcan a single fortuitous
bound The story leaves her with this j
double triumph to her account. If Mr ;
George II. Brennan is quite set on b -1

Tl...* Corcoran Gallery closes for
tfle summer a week from to¬

day and by that time the ma¬

jority of the local artists will
have left the city. Miss Bertha

K. Pei!»j and Miss Clara lli'l are g'inc
to Ha-?! Gloucester. Mr. VYeyl to Penn¬

sylvania Mr. Mo^er to Connecticut. Mr.

Brooke «.nd Mr. Powell to their summer

homes ,~i Virginia. Miss Sawtelle to

0gun<iuit. Me.. Miss Solomons will re¬

main abroad. This does not mean, how- i

ever, that there will be nothing In the

way of art to be seen in Washington
until the reopening of the next season.

The art room and codlections at the
library of Congress are open all summer

and at no time will the National Gallery
be closed.

* .

* *

T'Ufi art room at the Library of 0>n-
X j;ress has recently been considerably
enlarged and refurnished, in order to bet¬

ter accommodate the numerous readers

who constantly resort to it. Nowhere in

the country is so large a collection of
books on art to be found as here, to

say nothing of the photographs and

prints. During the winter several of the
local art study classes hold their meet¬
ings regularly in the art reading room at

the Library of Congress in order to avail
themselves of the use of this wealth of
material, and in summer students habitu¬
ally come from all parts of the country
to pursue special lines of study here. For
this work the collection of books Is great¬
ly supplemented by the collections of
photographs, which number now many
thousand and cover almost every rele¬
vant subject. By metin* of these the
history of architecture, sculpture and
painting may be pictorially set forth,
from the earliest days to the present
time, or the work of a sing'e painter may¬
be adequately illustrated.
There are photographs of the most im¬

portant works in all the principal foreign
galleries and in many of the leading pri¬
vate collections abroad. But. further¬
more. there are photographs which bear
directly upon civic art. such as streets,
parks, fountains ami bridges in foreign
cities which may be studied as types.
. ?n!v a few days ago. in response to a

request fr<>m a civic body, T'J ? so'-h photo-
t:taphs were assembled for inspection.
These were chiefly of public monuments,
fountains and parkways, but at the same?

time a hundred or more of bridges were J
s< t aside for an architect engaged in de- i

signing such a structure This demon- j

THE NATIVE BORN |
?<

BY t
L A. R. WYLIE. t

?

OoprrlrM 1!*1<V Thf Bobh«-Merrill ^
A.

CHAPTER VI .Continued.
1 .»!.. <ii. u >11. a at'<l m at ¦..I hrrsrlf

a' I:. ai ri. r- .. r-ul»- S"tii«->thlitK in the

. .il r'; nil. *4<-r ll<» hol«| a ul in ttir low

\ i>i« <¦ ina'U In art a< -

I <If»i Kii'iv I frc| 'a1- tlioiiSil «r

'. r; I- a!r< ««l«
I *4» i f* * Mia i, ' a .". it i - in»t |m*c-

,il.|< \l i s TiaV'i'. <|.i .,«>.. kii'i-A wlin it

'.M v . i" ' a nit 1 ; u i 'mi ami ,|nhn
Stafford?" l/rs 'irart sank "I s#»n that

..nil v«-; I <li«) tm best I nantpd
hi- position ain) nionoy A ro . «>u still
in f'i«»nl°"

l.ols tn»-t tl.o kthvp i| ii <ii i lit pyps
w ith a suil'len ftii rvy.

Vr< That Is all ovr-- aii'l past I
llko miii now. I like<l ymi tli»> moment

"One of the most entertaining stories of the time/'.
Salt L»ak" Tribune.

Four Kditions Sold in Three Weeks

JACK BALLINGTOli, Forester
IZVi By John Trotwood Moore olt^Z^mmhop
these "A stirring1, wl-hlooded narrative. delightful romanre."

m.mm.^^Mbp FliilaMphia Press. "\\ ill <aptivate l>y its humor, set all
p m«nti; *h«' heartstrings t<» vihratll x by its pathos, flood one's

mimk in a |?r« at s;:rK" of patriotism . . . a storv that
vastlv . -11.-1. -lies Ann i ii w II< lion Albany ' imes-rnion. "Remarkably
-.. 11 -1 \ !. i- it..],' Kostim G1ol«'. "A aero of unrommonly attr.n tive sort."

Huff: V v\ - "Ja< k does more loving and fighti:. g than work as a for-

I'iiH.igo Ro"»r«i-If*raid. . Aunt Luoretia. who t as pedipr-o for her
,, vv, ;,| make |i<.rsfir matrimonial -et -. for the rare."- Birming¬
ham Axe Mi-i .. I'l. "liest <>i all. Jt is a book of this very ueason of tlie

year St. I .out.- Post-Dispatch.
illustrated by r.eorgM Gibbs. Price, $l -'0 net at ail book stores or by mail.

THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Publishers, Philadelphia.

you rnii>rH the room You scrnn-il dif¬
ferent."
Beatrice smile.-| faintly.
"\rnl ynii, too, ».¦(. different from an*

one I have np|- known. \nothor woman

would :.<.! havp been fthlr in forgive MS

vim h«vr> done. | have spoiled your life.
I «an see thai "

l.o|« pressed 1101 I'.ftnd
"liush! Von mi'jil not s«> I am

married
""I ."is. I havo spoiled \ our life I have

rornf here to toll \011 the truth, ami yon
also must h« truthful For pity's sake,
let us put lies and humbug on duo side.
I am sick of them!" For a moment. she
Mftncil to fight desppratply with her«elf.
land then she wont on mnri> quietly: "I
have spoiled your life. I have spoiled the
life of a. man who trusted mo I have
spoiled my own. That is what f have
done in the twenty-five years Riven mo to
work in. I have lie<i anil cheated my way
through And this is the end miserable
bankruptcy."
,-Yos." r^)is said, nodding. "I heard

about it."
"About wha'*1 Has your husband told

you ?"
"The Marut <~'oir.pany has failed."
Beatrice sat silent a moment. Her free

hand supported the firmly molded chin,
her evi-s were fixed thoughtfully in front
of her.

"1 did not. mean that sort of bank¬
ruptcy," she said, at last. "That, doesn't
count, lx>is. I used to think it meant
the worst sort of misfortune, but it
doesn't The inner bankruptcy is worse.
The loss of self-respect, of honor, of the
trust of those one.cares for " Again
the low voice trembled dangerously, but
she went on: "Don't commiserate with
me. kind-hearted little woman. I don't
need your pity.now. Bankruptcy Isn't
so bad. It Is better than living on false
credit. When the crash Is over one picks
one's self up again. Hope Is eternal, and
on the ruins "

"< »no can build cathedrals," I.ois inter¬
posed, dreamily.
"Yes. or palaces. But first the old rub¬

bish must he cleared away, one must

pay one's debts. I have very many to

pay. First to you. I«ois ---"

"Don't! I lone to!d you that that is all
over."

" and then to <"apt. Stafford. Lois. I
did want to take him away from you. but
1 never succeeded. It was something else
that did it.something which I have never
understood."
"But which my husband knows?"
Beatrice uuddetL tftie was not there to

intr a story t11»»r. he would do well to
discard coincidence and accident, and
ultimate trood luck, as the motors of
invention. This method has had its
day, and i* now in Rood standing only
with t*red mothers, who under over-
solicitation are justified in follow ing
np the time-honored "once upon a
tim^" with whatever fabulous fancy
half-asleep credulous children stoop to
accept.

nt\V\ OF THE MORM>G. Ry Grace
hlvingston Mill Lutz. author or
"F'hoebe Deane." etc. Illustrated in
color by Anna "Whelan Retts. Phila¬
delphia .1. r? Lippincott Company.

Mrs Mill here offers to that part of the

reading public that is bent on harmless
diversion a Rood love story, albeit nn<"
of somewhat archaic mold and melo¬
dramatic flavor. The point of departitre
in this < ase from the common run ot
modern romances is that the heroine
of t lie adventure tinknowingU marries
the man of her heart in the full be¬
lief. however, that she is wedding the
one of In r father's choosing. This curi¬
ous denouement, apart from its advantage
of personal happiness to the pair Imme¬
diately concerned, sJeps into the field of
generalities by scoring a point for step¬
mothers and by accenting the high vir¬
tue of feminine modesty. This is the
wa> of it When, at the last moment, it
i*- diseo\«red that the hateful suitor is
disqualified for new marital ventures by
on* -till uncanceled, the quick wit of a

s*<T.mo'.hci. jealouslj bent on ridding
iers^ii ->f ,i beautiful, unmanageable
lia >: !. .-I'V-laW, devises the plan of a<
< <¦ | inn !'». quixotic offer of a younger
l.r >i er of -h" re 'eant Krnom-elecf t>>
tii <». 'he f la<-e <>f his worthless kin. The
admonitions of t lis crafty dame to the
daughter against looking out from her
blirtiing 'iriJal «. i 1 if she be a good
arii liorwt glri turn the trick of happy
wt'dloi k in spin oi" 'fie machinations of
V'l'ain\ Tie rea-i-r. thoiitih loving the
general i.nj»os>ibiHty of the whole af¬
fair. grow s concerned, lat.wily, levj the
l»i"ide neve: 'i< >-s Hnd nut that si'" is not
married t> ti.e 'igtit man Th* whole
short wed«.'ing jourrv- is made without
he awak'n'MR When, however, ^he, at

last, realises the blissful truth, she runs
away. This, craftily, serves the double
purpose of prolonging the story to a

conventional length. an<l of trying out
the real motive of the young man's ap¬
parent s^lf-sarritV <..

PHVM.IS l> tlinni.KW VI K. By Mar-
garet Westrup, author of "Eliza¬
beth's Children." New York: John
Lane Company

Following the daily whirlwind trail
<>f Phyllis, the resources of Middlewych
turn out to be well nigh inexhaustible
in b<->th extent and variety. Tito grown

person loft to himself tinds no stir of
life in this dull little pin>~e, but in com¬

pany with Phyllis each day becomes an

orgy of crowded and exciting happ-m-
ings. With this small bundle of droll
wisdom and lightning invention as guide
one gathers up the hamlet of Middle-

i wych in an amusing picture of its
'small-town temper and habit. The
writer, trailing Phyllis <-lo.se in clear
kinship of feeling, presents a most en¬

gagingly believable, altogether human,
little girl.
THE *.l\\ WITH HONEST FACE.

By Paul Wells. Illustrated. N'ew
York: I». Appleton Co.

The discovery, pursuit and capture of
a mysterious little package a very will-
o'-the-wisp of bundles.here originates a

maze of activity that now suggests the
untangling suhleties of a Conan Doyle,
and now the high romantic emprise of
an Anthony Hope. Immediately, at the

opening of tli- adventure, one finds
himself transported to that exciting just-
in-the-nick-of-time corner of the world
where cause and effect do not obtrude
and where plausibility holds no place.
This quest unf jids s> momentously that
i o less than .< queen lends an august
directing hand the beautiful ruler of
some uthei -world rpieendom. Beltravia by
name. Kngaged in opposiiion is a mod¬
ern villain, an insatiate plutocrat of
monopohvti, mold, operating like MaMiia-
v* ili himself in the ver> essence of secret
finesse and power. Kven exchange stirs

i:neas|ly under the fateful appraranro !
and oisappearancp of this ohje.-t. so in-

of aspect, so foil-lurking of in-
tent. Around these high centers swarm
agents. spies, sleuths. thugs. what-not
And minister adventures hreed like the
plague. All "f this exciting to-do is
originated and carried «>n for the pur-
pose of bringing about what, in the course
of nature, would have done itself. To
Ilight ilie divine spark between the owner
] of a pair of soulful brown eyes and the
possessor of an honest face, and to keep
this spark aflame through all sorts of
ipienrhlng weather, is the real business;

j under this t'irmoil of adventure. Had
the author, however, left this matter to!
itho certain hut unobtrusive methods of
nature the reader would have missed
the enjoyment of this brisk, entertaining
invention.

MKMORIES %\D IMPRKSNlONSi \
Study In \tmoNpberen. Py Ford
Madox Hueffer. Illustrated. New jYork: Harper & Bros.

Mr. Hueffer's youth was passed in "the
hothouse atmosphere of pre-Raphaelism,"
(among the preat figures of the Victorian
afje. Mis grandfather. Ford Madox
Brown, the painter, lived in the house
made famous by Thackeray as the home
of Col. Newcome and his friend, Mr.
I'.intiie, and it was there that the author,
a child :n pinafores, got his first impres¬
s-ions of almost all the intellectually un¬

conventional of that period.
To the average American rfadcr of to¬

day. pre-Raphaelism meant, in its time,
a vague something, mixed up. somehow,
with the ascetic fad that cropped up in
this country in the shape of a pallid
poet with an appetite for lilies, who call-

led himself Oscar Wilde. The author
knows :i 11 about both cults for the very
nnod reason that the Madox Brown studio
was ;t hobnobbing center for pre-Kaphael-
itos. and f<r the founders of the esthetic

| movement, which came into prominence
later '
Painters and writers whom the rest of

ns know only through pictures, books and
j portraits, were so many men.good, or

hail, but never indifferent.whom Mr.

llueflfer mot in Ms youth and whom be
now recalls from the pfrspfithr virw-
point of his forty-odd \ears. "Thosr
wore days to have lived through. There
remained the pre-Raphaelites throning it
on their altitudes, their spies and vedettas
making thunder in all the journals when
Mr. Rossetti or Mr. Swinburne or Mr.
Ruskln or even any of the lesser lights
turned over, as it were, in his Olympian
slumbers and produced a new volume."
There is a way back memory of sitting
in a concert hall near three gilt
chairs, when there came a sudden tornado
of applause: "1 had never heard such a

round and I have never again heard
such another There had appeare.l a silver
head, a dark brown face, hook-nosed,
smiling the eiiiscmatlc Jesuit's smile, the
long loi-ks falling backward so that the
whole shape of the apparition was that
of the sphinx head. Hehind this llcure
came two others that excited no propor¬
tionate attention, but small as I then
was I recognized in them the late king
and the present queen mother." The
demonstration was caused by Liszt,
"whose magnetic personality was in¬
credible in its power of awakening en«

thusJasm." That night, as an instance,
cabmen climbed lamp posts to shout,
"Three cheers for the Habhy 1-lszt!"
Another time, in a drawing room, after

the master had steadfastly refused to

play, lie suddenly noticed small Hueffer
and. bending, said in his ear: "Little boy.
1 will play for you. so that you may tell
your children's children that you have
heard 7-iszt play." Incidentally, it was

at the concert that the queen "drew me

to her and sat me on her knee."
The portrait of that "literary deity."

I^ante Gabriel Rossetti. is given the honor
of the frontispiece, but of them all.and
there are a dozen Illustrations of Ruskin.
t'arlyle. Ilolnian Hunt. Whistler, Swin¬
burne, Millais. etc..it is of dear Christina
Rossetti the author says:

1 For me. she
was the most satisfactory poet of the
nineteenth century."
With a humor so wholesome as to make

even foibles lovable.and witii a realism
that puts a pulsebeat into every incident,
anecdote or characteristic In the who]#
book.the writer revivifies into flesh and
blood the men who stamped upon Vic¬
toria's reign the impress of their unique
mentality, and then.went back lo dust.
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I.OMIOM %\T> ITS F.\VIRO><ii Hand-
hook for Traveler*. With mapp H"'l
plans. Hy Karl Haerlckcr. Leipzig.
Karl Baedeker New York Charles
Scrihner's Sons Washington: Bren-
t a no's.

THK SKIPPF.R \\n THK SK1PPE»«
Itrlnnr thr Shore I<ok of Cap'a Umn
Sproul. By Hoiman T>av. author of
"The Ham rodders." etc. Illustrate i

New York: Harper A Bros.

TO I.O\E AXD TO C HERISH. By Eli'.a
fa 1 vert Hall, author of "Aunt Jane
of Kentucky." etc. Illustrated hy
.1 V. MVFall Boston: Kittle, Hrown
A ro

WHICH IS MY Hfsnwnf Hy ,lule«
«*laretle of the Acadeniie Franeaise
Translated by Mary J. Safford. Il¬
lustrated. New York: TV Applet »n

& Co.
HARPER'S fAMPIXfi AMD SCO! I"-
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NEWS AND NOTES OF ART AND ARTISTS
strates in an extent the use t o which
this department or division of the Na¬
tional Library is put Rut reference
should also he made to the splendid ex¬
hibitions perennially on view In the
main hall is a collection of exceptionally
fine example? of Japanese ho<>k illustra¬
tions selected from the Crosby S.
Noyes .olleotion. which numbers several
thousand beautiful prints. Iti the south¬
west gallery, opening off the main hall,
is an exceptionally interesting collection
of engraved portraits of celebrated men
who lived between the early part of the
third and tlie midrlle of the eighteenth
centuries, in the southwest pavilion Sey-
mou- Haden's charming- etchings are on
vl<»vi and in the south gallery a remark-
abb* collection of lithographs completely
illus rating the history of lithography is
to h< seen.
A1 these represent only a Small por¬

tion of the library's print collection,
whit 't is one of the largest and best in
America. Nowhere else can so compre¬
hensive a collection of Rembrandt's etch¬
ings be seen or of Durer's engravings.
The library has, furthermore, a splendid
col action of mezzotints.reproductions of
por:raits bv the famous English painters
.and a very excellent collection of the
works «>f modern living etchers, some of
whom take very high rank. All of the
collections of the Library of Congress
are open to the public and may be In¬
spected upon request bv those who are

specially interested. The art reading
room Is not open in the evenings, but
books may be procured through the main
reading room, and the exhibition can he
viewed at all hours that the building is
open.

*
# *

TT is noj generally known that Henry
Wolf, the wood engravej- who repro¬

duces «o admirably the works of Ameri¬
can painters, occasionally produces an

original block. There aie several of Mr.
Wolf's original engravings in the collec¬
tion recent1\ presented to the National
Gallery by Mr. Kvans, and a new one has
just been puhlished in the current num-

bei of the Harper's Monthly. They arc-

all landscapes, and \ Pry subtle and ti n-

der. The latest is entitled. "The Scatter-!
ins; of the Mists." and depicts lite lifting!
of the veil which obscures the face of aj
turbulent little river.

It has been said that Mr. Wolf finds!
himself most closely allied through sym-
pathy with < 'orot and Whistler, but it

is Twachtman rather than eitliei of these
two that this engraving brings to mind, j
The enormous difficulty of rendering
through the medium of wood engraving,
anything so subtle ;ts this s-ene only

those familiar with 111process < an com-I
prebend. Mr. W< i! is oric of 1 he few who
have kept alive the ait '>f woi <i engraving,
and tie has done so, without doubt, at
no little personal sacrifice. Rut to staii'l
foremost in a profession must 111 a meas¬
ure be a reward, and to »n t in«ia 11 > en¬

large the scope of a given medium must
also lie a delight.
"It !s useless," said the art critic of

the New York Times recently, "tu de-
hate ihe claims of other reproducti v«*
methods as compared with wood engrav¬
ing. There is not the smallest chance tl at
the wood hlo' k will regain it-- importance
.is a medium for popular illustration. But
for this very reason the wood engraver is
now in the position of the original artist,
with ample leisure to perfect his product
instead of meeting ti e demands of com¬
mercial iia.-te. lie . an caress his sur¬
faces and refine his line to his heart's
content, certain that the appeal made by
his work to the connoisseur will he the
stronger."
Collectors in all parts of America have

enlisted Mr. Wolf's burin in behalf of
their most valued possessions, and many
of his most beautiful blocks have been
made from pictures in private cellectlons.
The unique service which he thus renders
to art makes his an interest ins: figure in
the so-called "art world." In an article
on wood engraving publ:sl:ed some years
ago in the Buffalo Academy Notes Mr.
Wolf called attention to the fact that
many eminent artists had at one time or
another in their careers made » specialty
of drawing on wood for engra'. ng. Among
those he mentioned were Daubignv. »'orot.
Menzel. I .a Karge. Winslow ilomer.
Abbey and John W. Alexander, all of
whom, however, abandaned this work for
painting. It will be seen in the collection
of engravings by Mr. Wolf now on view
at the National Callery. t!:at not only ac¬
curate draftsmanship, but synmathe'ic I
understanding of several arti-ts' moods |
is essential to interpret. ;;s he has done,
the works of others, and it rna> reason¬
ably be supposed that Miis could only j
primarily be acquired by going directly to I
nature. On this account Mr. Wolf's origi¬
nal engravings have double significance, j

**
* * |

| .( i the Corcoran Caller* was loaned
this week an exceptionall> tine por-

trail by Raeburn. the great Scotch por-
tra't painter. th< cotemporary of Cains-!
borough, and one of the greatest portra't
pa nters the world has known. This it
an old family portrait, .< hl «':e-> of Mis.
Katherine Douglas, and was loaned liv

Mr. Chilton. The canvas is almost
square, anil represents Mr-. Douglas a?

an elderly ladv seat'd in :11¦ armchair.

spare l.ois or hrrtclf SI;" was the,-e to j
fell the truth.

"Ves. he knows But it is a mystery
wjiicli we ^liall ni'M'r penetrate. At ar> j
rale. I have sot ("apt. Stafford free."

l.ois said nothing. Her thoughts were j
bus* trying In piece together the secret. j
With every iiiomenl distrust anil sits- ;
picion v.ere taking stronger hold tipo:i
her.

"l.ois." Beatrice wept on. "that is the
least of it all. The worst of all is that
I cannot i>av ntv debts alone. I insist go
on ruining others. I must ruin you."

l.ois stiffened. She sai uprigiit. as i

though preparing herself fur a shock
which she dimly anticipated.
"Tell nic what yi»u mean." she said.
"Vou remember it was I who templed

Ba.iah Nehal Singh into forming the
Marut i 'ompanv
"That is not what you want to say It

was mv husband's scheme."
"Very well, it was our scheme, if you

like At any rate, the whole responsi¬
bility rent# or should rest upon our

shoulders We have ruined bun. and we

liave ruined hundreds of others It is
only fair that we should bear our share
of the calaniit v."
"And haven't we d°ne so? You have

lost all your nuniev Thai is punishment
enough. And Archie. t>o

" She
paused, a fierce note of defiance ringing
out with her last words. Beatrice made
no answer, and the two women looked al
ea«h other in significant silence. "Vou
don't mean that that it was dishonest""

"I have no doubt Mr. Tra.ver.s believed
the mine was going t > be a success. But
if has failed, and the whole burden of the
failure rests upon others, not upon him."
"M> husband is ruined, too. All his

money is gone."
"Yours remains."
"Yes, but " She stammered and

broke off helplessly.
Beatrice said nothing more. She saw

the process of rapid thought on her com¬

panion's working face. She knew there
was no need to explain further the care¬
ful precautions which Travers had made
for his own safety. She knew that for
his wife there was only one action pos¬
sible. T.ois rose to her feet.
"You must forgive me." she said, a new

and dangerous light in her dark eyes. "I
am very slow and stupid about business
matters, but I understand what you have
been trying to sav to me. You have
pointed out a duty to me which cither-
wise, in my ignorance. I might iiave over¬
looked. My husband has incurred re¬

sponsibilities which must be met.if not
by him. at any rate by me. No third
person shall take his share of the burden
.certainly not the rajah, who was no

more than the tool which my husband
used. I would be glad if you would let
every one know that of course my money
will go toward refunding those whom the
failure of the mine lias injured."
Beatrice rose aiso. She put her two j

hands on l.ois' shoulders.
"You needn't do it." she said. "The

money is yours. It is a thir.g that is
done every day. The world won't sa \

tmuch if you stick to what is yours."
"It is not mine My husband's re¬

sponsibilities are my responsibilities."
She paused, and then went on. quietly:
"Thank you for explaining to me. I
should never have understood myself, and
Archie.no doubt dreads having to tell
me that of course my money must go.
too." She looked Beatrice full in the
face and they understood each other.

T1

Slip wears a black fowr. and oyer h»r
shoulders a dull red scarf Behind hei ..

a curtain of dark nondescript color, win. n
is so looped hack as to show a fragment
of the skv low on the horizon. 1he race
and hands are remarkably painted beau¬
tiful in color and refinement of modeling,
but more than this there is spirit behind
the mask, a definite personality is por-
irayed-a vital, living being Raeburn
was. perhaps, most successful portra>in.
a*red persons. Mis portrait of a Scotch
gentleman loaned by a private collector to
the National (Jnllery is a masterly produc¬
tion. equaled or.lv by other works by the
same painter in the Hritish public and
private collections.

*
* *

HKRK is something almost horrifying
in the enormous prices which are be¬

ing pa'd today for works of art paint¬
ings by deceased artists whose reputa¬
tions are established and whose works
arc growing constantly more unattainable
through acquisition of public galleries.
. nily last week it was reported that ?oOO,-
<xra iia<l been paid for a portrait by
<Jair.sbomugh. and S125,"rfH» for a portrait
by Raeburn. Within a year Mr. < tick,
who bought the Gainsborough, lias spent,
t is said, a million dollars for three pic¬
tures Mrs. Huntington has paid half a
mill on for a Velasquez, and others al¬
most as much for works by other mas¬
ters.
These prices are essentially modern n

so far as tliey have materialized wiihin
the past few years. A double k . < ie
a so $25,000 was thought a large stun to
give for a single canvas. Millet's
"Angeius" was sobl originally for
and when purchased for the l.ouvre
brought Si lo.ooo Troyon's p ctures sold
during his lifetime for a few hundred
and now bring many thousand: tlie Rae¬
burn portrait, which has just h^en pur¬
chased for S12.Y<K>0. could doubtless have
bfen had some years ago for less than
a tenth of that amount. Such prices
make possession impossible to ,til sa .*

jhose nf immense fortune. The s:na!iar
museums cannot afford to make pur-
chases at such rates, nor can the ave.
age collector. Happily, however. . .i.ise
who secure such treasures are pro»-err>. U-
ly gfiirritiis, so that eventually the pali-t-
iiis« as a rule, find their way it.to pul lie
' (.Tie. tions. Meanwhile it may h nt ted
lhat Arm r < an paintings a>-e ;T,it'.y n-
ci easing in price. Works c Hom-v.
Martin and Inness. which dur rig the
ari'sts' lifetimes could have nvn had for
a small sum. now sell for several thou¬
sand dollars and at each surc«»s-I\.- sale
bring more and more. Aslu," colle.
tors who bought directly from 'he paint-

There a'° some lies which a loyal woman

must carry with her to the crave. Bea¬
trice bent and kissed the cold face.
¦.Yon do right." she said. -I knew you

would. That is why 1 came to >o i. I

have helped to bring down all this mis¬
fortune .mi Ma rut. 1 have helped to lower
us all in the eyes of t iiose t bos-"-
used and ought to look up ti us. Now
\on are going to lift us out of the nnre.

l.ols, what was that'.'"
The two women clung to each other.

Hitherto there had been no sound in the
adjoining room save the regular rise and
fall of two voices. Now the startled lis¬
teners heard tbe report of a revolver,
followed hv a sudden, absolute sdence
l.(,is shook herself free from Beatrices
instinctive clutch.

.It is in my husband's room! she sanl.
hoarsely "Slay here! 1 will go
She hurried across I he room, and

thrusting open a curtained door, disap-
l.eared The next Instant Beatrice heard
a «r> which overcame everv hesitation.
Horror and despair called her in that
sound, and the nest moment she followed
1 ids' footsteps She did not know what
she expected to see. Afterward she be¬
lieved that at the back of her mind
there had been some thought of suicide.
But ii was not Travers head thai she
saw pillowed against l.ois* knee Travels
stood on the veranda, the smoking pistol
still n his band his lace livid and damp
with fear. At Ids feet his wife was

bending oyer the body of a man whom
Beatrice recognized with a shock of pain.
.What has happened?" she asked,

breathlessly. -What has happened.
Travers turned and stared at bet. Mis

ryes were glazed, and for the moment lie
did not seem to know who she was

¦Capt Stafford has-been murdered
he stammered "He was going down the
steps when a native attacked him. l
tired, but it was too late. Oh. thank Uod.
Here is Col. Carmichael!"
True enough, it was the colonel him¬

self who sprang up the veranda steps.
From beyond the ill-kept garden they
heard the tramp of men and a low. con¬

tinuous sound, like the threatening moan
of the wind. On the veranda reigned a

complete and awestruck silence. Col.
Carmichael bent over the unconscious
man.

, ,,
. Tills is the beginning. ' he said, som¬

berly. "How did it happen?"
"A native must have been lying in wal'

for him." Travers answered. "He struck
at him with this " He held out a three-
inch blade In a hand which shook hke a

child's. "I tried to save him, but I
couldn't. The man escaped, though I
think 1 hit him."
The colonel knelt down by L,ois pJde'

and drawing out his brandy flask tried to
force a few drops between the purple
lips. «.

"We were expecting him every minute,
lie said, "but we couldn't wait. The "an¬

ger was too pressing. Here, man it s al
right. I.nok up."

. . . ,

: Stafford's heavy eyelids had wav¬

ered. The colonel shifted him into a

higher ;»osition. liir. head still rfst.iv?
arninft idols' knee. When the dying e>e
opened they fell straight or the sweet
dark face bent over him in loving P',>-

"l.ois:" he whispered, faintly. "Lois -

my.kiss niel"
, ,,T.ols looked up at heV husband. He

nodded without meeting her eyes. Her

lips rested on the chilly forehead-

"1/ois.you.tell the rajah He itru®-

ers. a few years ago just eomm< inn

prominence, have discovered that in
many instances they made excellent In¬
vestments from the financial standpoint.
That the leading American painters now
receive as much as from $.1,000 to $7,500
for their pictures will probably be a sur¬

prise to many. Good art apparently
has a marketable value.

*
'* *

" |'H K Metropolitan Museum lias .just re-
* ceived another generous gift from

Mr. Heam..*100.000 in cash, the income
from which is to be expended In the pur¬
chase of works of living painters who ar e

citizens of the 1'nitcd States. The gift
is made In memory of Mr Hearn's son.
who died last year, and all of the paint¬
ings purchased with this fund are to bear
the inscription "Arthur «'oppo.k Hearn
fund." The object is to encourage the
art ;of painting in America. Mr. Hearn
has already given many valuable paint¬
ings by American artists to the Metropol¬
itan Museum, and to these he now adds
two by Winslow Homer, one by Inness
and one by Horatio Walker?.

T
* *

IIOI'GH the art season has closed,
there are some admirable exhibitions

to be seen during the summer. In Cin¬
cinnati a collection of 274 paintings by
the leading American artists Is set forth
at the Art Museum in Kden Park. In
tlie Albright Gallery. Buffalo, until the
last of August, an exceptionally inter-

, esting collection of selected paintings by
j American ] a inters is to be seen. This

| comprises 117 pictures, which will later
he shown at the City Museum. St. Louis.

I At Worcester, furthermore, a smaller h:st
no l»ss spiect collection is on exhibition
in the Art Museum, and Worcester is on
the direct route of northern travel, only
qbout an hour's journey from either
Springfield or Boston. All thrpe of thfse
exhibitions are thoroughly representativp
of tiie best output of the day. There will
be .special exhibitions of note during the

I summer at the Museum of Fine \rts.
Boston: the Museum of thp R'lode Is¬
lam! School of Design and at Poland
Spring.-, Mo. The exhibition at thp mu¬
seum in Boston in July will be of Chi¬
nese embroideries and tapestries, and will
be arranged for the special benefit of
students taking I>r. Penman Ross' course

in design at the Harvard Summer School.

IN New Kng-and there are three spe¬
cially interesting summer colonies of

artists. They are at Ogunrjuit. Me.;

gled fiercely for breath and his raised
hand pointed piteously at Travers. "Tell
him.not.his own -

" The words die |
into a choked silence.
"Brandy here! He's trying to sa<-

something. What is it. man'.'"
Stafford turned with a last effort, his

lips parted. A speord time he pointed
with a desperate insistency at Travers -

then with a sudden, quick-drawn sigh, he
sank l>a<*k. his face against I.o|s' shoul¬
der. Col. Carmichael. who knew death
too well, rose heavily to his feet

I "It's all over." lie said. We can do
i nothing more for him and wp must leave
him. Come. I.ois."
His sfprn command roused her from her

I stirpor of lialf-incrcdulnus sorrow. Gently
she laid the lifeless head upon the cush¬
ions which Beatrice had brought and
crossed the hands over the quiet breast.
This time she fought in vain against the
blinding trars They fell on the face of
the dead man. and, moved by an irre¬
sistible impulse, she l>ent once more and
kissed him.
"God bless voii. John!" Then she rose

* 1. .1..
»ri

anJ faced her husband 1 cannot help
it. she said. "He is dead."
Travels .-aid nothing. He was clingingi n *n -n-.

to the veranda and his face was gra\
(Oiits'de the poise and confusion had in¬
creased They could hear yells and im-

precations. and a stone whizzed through
the trees, fulling a few feet short of
where the little party stood. Col. Car¬
michael shook Travels by the ariii.
"IVw't stand there like that!" he said,

his voice tough with contempt. "It can't
be helped, and I dare sa.\ we shan't any
of us be much better ofT by tomorrow.
I have a patrol outside waiting to take
the ladies over to my bungalow. Mrs.
<'arv and Mrs. Berry arc already there.
There isn't a moment to be lost. Rouse
yourself and look to l,ois. I will escort
Miss Cary." Me turned to Beatrice with
a stiff bow. "The enemy must at least
iind us united."
"The enemy!" exclaimed Beatrice,

sharply.
"The rajah is our enemy." was the bit¬

ter answer. "You and Travers best know
why."
The two women exchanged otic brief

glance. hois crossed the intervening
space and took her husband's arm.
"Archibald." she said, slowly and em¬

phatically. "if this trouble has anything
to do with the mine. It would be well to

let the rajah know that we also take our

share. There must be no suspicion that.

that we have not acted honorably or have
shirked our responsibilities."
He stared at her with dull, listless eyes.

"What do you mean. I.ois? He knows
I haven't a brass cent."
"But I have. And, of course, my money

must go to refund those whom you have
unintentionally ruined."
Iliat roused him. He flurg her on one

Side, with a desperate, goaded curse.

"Your money! How dare you! It's not
your money. Half of it is mine. I set¬

tled it on you."
"If if is yours I will give it back to you.

You will use it as I say. If not. I shall
use it for you."
Col. '"armichaei had reached thp par-

den. He turned now. and "there was a

gleam of satisfaction in his eyes.
"That's spoken like an honorable

woman. Loig!" he said. "God bless you
for It. But it's too late. Nicholson has
already gore to Xehal Singh. If he fails,
there won't be any time to explain. Come

Gloucester. Mass . and Lyme. <"onn. At
Ogunquit Charles Woodhurv the mann
rainter lias summer school, ano a

number of landscape painters summer

studios. To Gloucester. Rhoda Holmes
Nichols goes regularly with her elapses,
and Walter Dean. Cecilia Beaux and oth¬
ers vear after year, for individual wor>("ilde Hassam. Winslow Homer and
Frederick J. Waugh rented some of
their best picture? there. Lyme is a later
discovery.an unspoiled V1l'15f\, 'V1
«alt tidewater creeks Mere \\ illard Met
calf painted "The May Night which is

in the Corcoran Gallery. It Is at l'>.e
that Everett Warner and < harles Bittin
ger have their summer studios this >ear
And besides these centers there are lit¬
tle artist settlements, one at Pro\ ince-
town. another at Chester, and yet annthei
at Edgartown. on Marthas \ ineyard. ryr"there is the School of Landscape Painting
at Woodstock and a little colony at t rags-
moor. X. V Numbered with the latter
are George Inness jr.. C. C. 4'urra" a"**
Miss Katnerine ..ipman. formerly of this
city.

?
u. *

JAMES HENRY MOSER. the president of
the Washington Water Color Club, was

in \tlanta, Ga.. this week, having been
invited to lecture before the Southern Pho¬
tographic Association on the "Art of Por¬
traiture" W- inesday evening. Mr. Moser
lived for a number of years in Atlanta
and in reality began there his artistic ca¬
reer, making illustrations fo- Joel < hanger1 larris* *'T"n *le Remus ami doing other
.lever illustrative work which brought
him to notice.

*
* *

Tl'ESDAY evening a lecture on orien¬

tal rugs was given before the Wash¬

ington Architectural <*luh by Paul Gar-

ber or New York, who explained the vari¬
olic wavs of determining genuine worth
and illustrated his talk with some hne

specimens of rugs.
*

* *

IT is reported that John McLure Ham¬
ilton has been commissioned by the

King of England to paint the official pi-
tlire of the . oronation Abbey, it will be
rememberer), painted the picture of the
previous coronation. Mr. Hamilton is an

American, a uative of Philadelphia, but
resides permanently in England. He has
t.ainted some very interesting: portraits
of f-elebratcd people, but the majority of
these arc small.not life-size.and it
>=oem^ a little improbable that he should
undertake tM, kind

on. or we shall have to fight our way-
through."

, . n .He hurried on through the garden. Mea-
trice at his -=ide. Husband and wife sio<h1
an Instant alone, the body of poor Staf¬
ford between them. Lois' face was grave
and contemptuous.

.I do not know what you liave rlore.
she «aid."I do not understand what part
yon plaved in John's life ..r in mine'.nor
hoft far you are innocent or guilty of
bringing about all this misfortune-bijt
know this much.we shall take our share
of trouble "

. .
."Lois, you are my wife! > *'« l ave no

rierlrt to go against me
.I have the right where my honor -

where vour honor is concerned. 1 have
the right to refuse to commit an a. t or

gross iulustice." She glanced down once

more at the quiet face of the man W o

had held so persistently upon h«»r life and
heart, and her firmly compressed lips
trembled "Oh. Archie, was it worth
while -just for a little bit of gain" \\ * <

it worth while? We might all have b°<vi

He 'sa'd nothing His rage had sunk
into a sullen, dogged defiant The roar
of voice* hevond the compound suddenly
subsided They heard the colonel's voire
issuing a shar|> command and the thud
of grounded rifles.
"We must g"." she said
He followed her down tiie steps, his

face painfully averted from the figure
that lav motionless upon the ground The
worid is but a retlection of ourselves. The
sunshine is sad or joyful according to our
moods. We read threats and promisee
in the smiles of others as our own heart
1s hopeful or distrusting. And for Travers,
with the blood-stained hand, the poor,
lifeless body of his enemy had become
the towering shadow °f an approaching
Nemesis.

(To be continued tomorrow )

When Truth Is in Fashion.
From I/>ndon Opinion.
If the use of truth **re to com* into

rashion we might hear the following in¬
stead of tiie customary conventionalities:
"Hridget. you needn't tell him I'm not

3t home; Just say I don't want to see

lim."
"I may as well tell you, Mr. McCleary.

that I am not buying this hair dye for an

Mderly friend; I expect to use it myself."
"I won't pretend. Mrs. Kawler. that the

reason why 1 never have any photographs
taken is because they never look like
Tie; they always do."
"Gentlemen. I am not going to lie to

fou; my friends have not asked me to be
a candidate for this office. I m a candl-
late for It because I want the salary.
"Mr. Hilker. there's no use In pre-

:ending that I can wear a No. 4. I am

not ashamed of the sirr» of my foot Show
ne a No. tt%."
"I don't know why I'm lending you

;his money, old chap; I do it yvith great
¦eluctance."

. Dear Sir.We return this story to you
'or the reason that it is absolutely
worthless. We wouldn't publish it tt
rou paid us for doing so."
"I am not surprised. Mr. Mellon, to

earn that you are flfty-nine years old.
tou look It.'
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York Moffat. Yard «v *«. \x ashing
ton: Btcntano's

THK SK« RKT HOOK. Hy (>Oie»
Wemys? KrontKplece by «°liff<n 1
Halmer. N>w York SturKi-* Ar \Ya I
ton Company. Washington William
Kallantxne Son?

HKR HI SBWIP* t OI \TRV. Hy SvMl
Spottiswoodf. author of ' Marcia in
<5ermary." New York l>uftleld tv
Co.

THE PUBLIC LIBRARY.
SUMMER HOUBS FOR THE

CHILDREN S ROOM.

A li«t is civcn below of sonic of tha
new hooks in the children's room of
the Public library
From Julv 1 until the reopenlnu of

schools. September 1*. the children's room
will he open daily from P a m. to 12 ^
p.nv and from to v.'sn p.m. On Sun'ia s

the room will he open for reading only
from '2 until * p m

Books for Young People.Children
of Other Lands and Other Times.
Blaisdell. F X and Palryninle. Jul a Katfc

[loon In Ireland IS"!'. j<14"
Itnlclflt K. X.. «nii I>*lrjmple. Julia. xi»n')»l

\ in Mexico.' 1»«». j<;ar. B.*i"
Illh 1 wl*¦ 11. F. v . and P*lrympl«\ .lull* Rafael

I in Holy iw B.*.7.v
Rlaladell. K. -X and Halrymple luha. I

San in Jap.m 1!MW. »«. . B"> .

l otilNnn. C I 1» Korea. < v
K* Hok^. x XX'. Our V"iina Folk* In V<r<say.

ltifll. J'i-M KXfcV
Otis. -Inme*, pc>eud '"jiU'Tt ef Mnr» 1»r»«lt

story of Ix'pl Ball ini Tc's colon*. JFs .i -iimI
litis. Jamea. p*'*ud. Mary of PiytiioiiHi. 1

atorv of th«> pilgrim settlement. jl *¦'1 OMiin
otl*. James. pM-iiil. Peter of V'u Amsterdam.

jKK';i ot*;p
. .<Mi!i. J allien |i«e.:<1 Richard nfa

story of the Xirelnia colony. JFWI ("tir.
Oils James. |iaeud Ruth "f rt

of the Ma*oa>'btisett« Bay colony. iFVtl <.. 4.iu
Otis.u<1. St^ph^n PJi'lii'l' I * .

a t»lorr of ivnn'a colony. JI>"1<n47«.
Schmidt. Keidiiiand X"Ulh "f <lie 1-ieat Kie.-

tor. IttO!«. iK47PrScli.V'..
sweetae:-. K. i» Ten B«ya I mm Ui- or>.

JE-i»Sw3:;t.
. . . ..XX'atkins. 1 V>>iinK I.lie «>f I anvils I o k.

iftoft JE-9WH25.V
\Xoolf. It S. | w:n* in Oylon. )<»<».>*-

Whs.

History and Biography.
Klson. H w. r.ulde to Knsliall His'erv for

Young Reader*. iF4r>-K17Tc.
....Kue-hler. . «; K. Mirtbeth. l-Ovpf' - pf

Austria and yueen "f Hunitarj. '¦ J
^
Me ". Heinrieh. r^uif Queea "f prns« ..

1!»K>. iE UKSnx'
. . ...Montgomery. Waller, ed _Stone» of the I re-e ,

Revolution. I*®!- JK.WHXI.''*;.Waller. A. Knip^r«»r William I cr at
war and peace hem. !;«.!.. jl-1771 XX'i...

Fairy Tales and Legends.
A«iinwill. Mrs. .Mi«ia. <>ti V-u Bellerr M'j

'Baldwin, .lainea. Stories of ih'- Kmc-
BIWp.

.«'hisbo!m. I .oner. eomp. Celtic lal'-a JY4J-
C446.

v ,Ilasent. Sir XV \..ise 1 lirr 1 ale-
I Crinim. XV. k and .1. I. Xnin.al M r.es
i <;rundtv!c. I rend. the Bear - l»«« ». «
1 the l-iacle'* Cla«a 1W*>.| Irvine. XVa*hin*ion l^sends <-f th" X h» »-

bra JY-lr^Sal.
_

lane Andretr. <-<1 olive I airy B<»"l>.' l anaine. M. F . ed Fair> I ale#. 2«
Senior. Ilorothr. The Kins Who Never r»l d.

JVI. -XI2!»*e.

Out of Doors.
Clarke. F. A-I ruiieiny Fp'in » l>'p'*r.

Kr;Vlin.-rL*.rA "l" Birds Tlirongh the Ycr tPK
'

Knieh' r K an-l Hard. a«tle. I la P r£>of i\\<* W orld !.»! Vmhik I

KRoi>erts. «; p Neislih"'* 1 nkn-w". J«-
R.*>47n.

Picture Books.
Bnrcess 1 Blue <;«v.p» and Hed V-«

^/aldeloi't. Randolph. Ilu« Farmer- B*.

^V'aldeeolt Randolph llin« .ru"'

* s.z,:h '. ..

-

n'1 lliirl 'i:-!' 1 h* Milkai. 1.

:i?,S; ¦t.n.l'.lpl'- 11!..-,.
t«-» Hflv*burr ,'N H < ' -

...>.(
"
ne XX al-H, Ilhi. Bat.v <.« n Alpha^ t.

^rra'ne.*"Waller. Bu-kl" xty Sh- Pi- in- B« k

'^Crgne.'"Walter. Illu» nnderella.
. rane. Wal'er. Illu« The I airy Mnp i* H

' V'rane. Walter. niu«. F-oC Prine. JVrt.
' J'rino. Walter, llln* «;-ody Two <h«v-s IX R
'
Trane. XValter. Illn«- 'aek and the B- .n«talii

JYB-i "WSJ.
Stories.

\lt(.he>r. V X I.ast "f t'n < rf*
.

Berne* A M I.ittle Lady «' I
Quebec. IflOfi
Catherwood. >1 11. R<"-k* F-rk
Curtfa. A T. Little Heroine at

r»im «ek. A w Piek In the Frerf.vle.
Pudley. A T The >enool Four

_Karl. .1 T l aptain of tbe 1
Earl. J r T^am 1n c ^mp 1

fiate'a. T. S April Fo.>| Poll
llatntoond Hsrold. X\rst Pomt
Manefield, .lohn. Mirtln llyd-
Xiorley. M. W Ponke. lolin of tl '

l0O'ia. James n*eUd Minute «ev, cf X" V« h
pifr
Pa I re R P '1 h" Ptr«k» Osr l''"4
Sharp. F.velrn. Hill TU«t Fel< P-«'i 1»^ .

Swell. JJ. M rrlr..-ea« \X i«l* 1B0
Thompeon. A F American Patty 1^».

Stories for Catholic Children.
Bearne. David. Charlie^ CW;tyw.ek_ 100(1.
Beanie. Pavld. <' -f Lady a L_i^phcoii.Bearre. Pavid ltotntnee of rh" Sliver em on.

l^pus. J. F.. "A. 'iolrt in the Furra "e »

J H - TTavLeTv'the BeeehF^rk 1«0".Vnjldil^' H S. Ni"l ,,n rl"' Wl'htvae.
Ta**art! M. A. S«cet Nancy.

Berlin Bank for Women.
From the Brooklyn Dally Kaale

The first hank for women, and the on!*
one in the world that is conducted exclu¬
sively for and hy women, is in Berlin
The ftrsf annua! baiance sheet has Just
been Issued, and it shows the institution
to he In a very satisfactory conditio!
The Berlin hank Is located In a \'ery de¬
sirable residential district in comfortahl#
and flneiy equipped Quarters

It conducts its business on the sam<»

llne6 as the ordinary banks, but unlike
them opens its doors to the married
woman without requiring from her, ns do
all other German banks, the written per¬
mission of her husband. The two woman

directors hax*e had exceptional businei-s
experience, one haxrlng supervised th«»
credit department of a wholesale timber
business.

AUTHORS
Mannserlpta Wanted for Publication

HELEN* NORWOOD HALSEY.
Author's Agent, Literary
Worker, Manuscript Riprrt.

Book, short story. Chri>tma> and
lousehold manuscripts wanted for
publication. Also juvenile script* I
ieal with the best publishers.
110 West 84th Street, New York City.

Send 2.le In etauipa for Mlaa Halaey'a
. Wrlter'a Aid Leaflet W."


